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them wore the local costume, with the result that one
found oneself wandering through the opening chorus
of an opera. I told myself, as I looked at the brown-
faced fellows in feathered hats, embroidered waist-
coats, and shorts, and the girls in their little flat black
hats, short coats, and scarlet and green billowing
skirts, that at any moment cardboard tankards would
be given out, we should have to group ourselves, and
then up would go the curtain. Not that there is any-
thing ridiculous about these Bavarian peasant
costumes. I hope they will go on wearing them for
ever. These clothes make the men stalwart, pic-
turesque, and manly, and they make the women look
pretty, equally picturesque, and womanly. I never
saw so many pretty girls in one small country town,
and how pleasant it is to smoke a good long cigar on
a fine Sunday morning in a fantastic foreign place and
stare, in what I hope is a discreet gentlemanly fashion,
at pretty girls who look as if they have just hopped
out of a ballet! It was just as pleasant, though, to
stand on the bridge and look down at the young men,
scores and scores of them, who went flashing below
in Rob Roy canoes, hurled along by the greeny-milky
torrent of the Isar.

We are here, I suppose, at the magical time. A few
weeks ago, the snow was thick everywhere. In a few
weeks more, high summer will come and it will be all
a dusty green. But now It is intoxicatingly lush and
rich. To go a walk in any direction is to go reeling
through a green paradise. The meadows here arc